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Indians were too busy with the dead and wounded and all the
booty that lay to their hands. No pen could describe those
horrors. Dying soldiers blew out their brains, or begged for
death from their own wounded comrades, to escape the torture
of the scalping-knife. The Indian braves swept like vultures
upon the living and the dead, tearing the hair from their heads,
stripping them of their clothes, and screeching their devilish
war-cries in the frenzy of victory. The screams of the
wounded horses and cattle mingled with these awful sounds of
human ferocity and with the last shots, still finding their way
from scattered marksmen in the trees to the stampeding
Englishmen.

Such is the terrible story of what, under the name of
' Braddock's Defeat,1 soon caused the utmost consternation not
only throughout British North America, but was heard with
the most violent indignation in England, where poor General
Braddock, who had paid the cost of defeat with his life, was
abused, not with much justice, for stupidity and recklessness.
In his defence, it must be said that the young soldiers under his
command were absolutely raw to the art of forest warfare, and
without any previous experience of the nerve-destroying ferocity
of Indian enemies. Nor was the science of European warfare
in which poor Braddock had received his training quite the
same thing as the strategy of Indian braves and half-breed
trappers, who could move through a forest without cracking a
twig, and take cover behind a tree-trunk as if they had the
cloak of invisibility.

Braddock's defeat was a frightful disaster to the English,
not to be reckoned only by the lives of those poor young
soldiers whose mutilated bodies lay on the other side of the
Monongahela River. -The Indian tribes who had been waiting
to see which was the winning side of the two pale-face nations
had no doubt now that the English were the under-dogs, and
that it would pay them best to serve the French with toma-
hawk and scalping-knife. All their savage instincts broke
forth,and a great lust of blood swept through the Six Nations.